1080                   A  GLASTONBURY ROMANCE
towards this embryo grandchild of Geard of Glastonbury, there
came floating into that room through the pulled-down blinds
a flock of obscure, half-material presences, the sort of etherealised
thought-projections that are liable to hover over certain crises
in human lives. Like invisible birds these presences gathered,
sweeping into the room out of the aqueous mists of that unusual
day, gibbering and chittering to one another and circling about
Cordelia.
Neither the man nor the woman, he in the purple chair whose
tasselled valances swept the floor, and she leaning against the
flimsy mantelpiece, could have been conscious at that moment
that this embryo in the room with them was beginning to assert
itself as an entity with its own contact with the life-mysteries.
What they both felt just then as these thought-elementals flut-
tered round the new life in Cordelia's womb, as blow-flies are
attracted to carrion, or as humming-bird moths to the hearts
of carnations, was something very different from these ethereal
visitors. What they were aware of was the dumb, numb, cold,
heavy downward drag of the vast undersea forces that are sub-
human; chemical forces, that belong to- that formless world of
the half-created and the half-organic whereof bodies of lower
dimensions than ours are composed and which has a mysterious
weight that draws down, a pull, a tug, a centripetal gravitation,
against which the soul within us struggles and upon the surface
of which it swims, and over which, when the process of de-
composition commences, it spreads its contemptuous wings.
This down-dragging sensation in their nerves neutralized and
counter-balanced these half-embodied air-presences, the elemen-
tal projections of old magical minds upon that sensitised Glas-
tonbury air, floating like a cloud of disturbed river gnats through
those lowered brownish-coloured afternoon blinds, out -again into
that subaqueous mist, out again into the wide water-meadows.
No philosopher has yet appeared who has realised as it should
be realised, the creative power of the human mind. Behind these
brownish-coloured, pulled-down blinds on the way to St. Ed-
mund's pottery, where all those little town-council houses car-
ried their red-tiled roofs so trim, there emerged from Cordelia's
mind as she stood with her staring, swimming, dazed eyes fixed